
We received 395 entries in this year's contest and this booklet
contains the winning poems. Poems were judged in seven
categories: grades K-2, 3 & 4, 5 & 6, 7 & 8, 9 & 10, 11 & 12, and
adults ages 18 and older.

We would like to thank our judges for 2023:
 

Janice Alberghene
John Michael Albert

Maria Faskianos
Marcia Goodnow

Jessica Purdy
Lauren Vermette

Copyright 2023, Dover Public Library.
All rights reserved. All materials are provided for noncommercial,
personal use only.

Dover Public Library's
21st Annual 

Poetry Contest
May 2023

Maria Schmidt, Grade 7

Valerie Kumiawan, Grade 8
Sam Maravich, Grade 7



Lelia Corringham, Grade 6

Lillian Bailey, 1st place
Category K-2, Grade 2



Ryland Lilly, 2nd place
Category K-2, Grade 1

Kaylee Thornhill, Grade 8

Ash Clough, Grade 8



Fiona Baxley, 3rd place
Category K-2, Grade2

Alex Bernier, Grade 7

Sydney Belair, Grade 6 Emelia Froton, Grade 8



Everly Bazo, Honorable Mention
Category K-2, Grade 2

Nikita Romanyuk, Grade 8

Maxwell Stice, Grade 6

Kennedy Belair, Grade 8



Trevor Redman, Grade 5

Kevin Bertolero, Honorable Mention
Category Adult, Dover, NHMiranda Bingham, Grade 8



Abzal Baizhumanov, Grade 5

Eden Abood, 1st place
Category 3 & 4, Grade 4

Elizabeth Goldman, 3rd place
Category Adult, Dover, NH

LUCKY

One September afternoon, on a path above
the Atlantic, where we had just swum,
we passed a thicket of Joe Pye weed churning
with Monarchs. Their tigerish wings flapped softly

as they flicked their curled and narrow tongues
into the flowers' secrets for the long ride home,
while the six bent black legs held on.
It was tempting to call it magic, to be

the only audience for this amazement,
this mesmerizing, unchoreographed flow.
We kept our voices low, soft with awe.
A kind of luck seemed to enfold us.

And we watched those waves of vivid wings
until finally it got late and we followed the path
to a restaurant where we planned ourselves to feast,
which was closed for a private party.



When I walk in, I see him.

The principal!
It's odd I know, I thought I was
on a behavior roll!

But, no, no, no, my reputation had to
go!

He seats me on a wooden chair,
it's all I can do to not scream and
flair.
I freely sweat head to toe- I hope
he doesn't notice though!

When his eyes are fixed on me, I
try to fill mine with glee, even
if I consider running up a tree!

From what I have heard, you'd
be a nerd to defy the principal.

Then, he asks me the dreaded question:
"May I ask why you're here?"
I swallow in fear.

There's only one thing to do; "You're
shoes
look bad, I said to Mary Lue, and
she got mad! I thought of apologizing,
but I refused. But, I should have,
I'm realizing!"

The Principal

Gretchen Knight, 2nd place
Category Adult, Dover, NH

Kyra Small, Grade 8



Sadie Wagoner, Grade 7

Elsa Walsh, 2nd place
Category 3 & 4, Grade 3

For a moment he just looks at me.
(But not the way that would make me
want to run up a tree.)

He smiles at me.

"Just give her an apology and you'll 
be free."

So I did as he said, and when 
I went to bed, I dreamed a good
dream: Just the principal and me.

Andrew Yang, 1st place
Category Adult, Dover, NH



Drew Allen, 3rd Place
Category 3 & 4, Grade 3



Eleanor Cullinane, Honorable Mention
Category 3 & 4, Grade 4

Sierra Hutchinson, Grade 8



Julia Clough, Honorable Mention (tie)
Category 11 & 12, Grade 11

Euphoric

Euphoria, a soaring flight,
A feeling that sets our spirit alight.
A sense of joy that's hard to contain,
Making every worry and fear mundane.

A rush of adrenaline, a wave of bliss,
A thrilling sensation that's hard to miss.
Like a lighthouse, it guides our hearts,
Illuminating our minds in every part.

The world around us fades away,
As we bask in euphoria's incredible sway.
Our problems become insignificant,
For this moment, we're truly resplendent.

It's a feeling that can't be controlled,
A cosmic dance within our soul.
A moment that we all deeply yearn,
A flame that we all wish to burn.

Euphoria, beyond measure and compare,
The essence of a life that we ought to share.
A gift that we all have the power to give,
By living life with passion and letting our hearts live.

Erin DelloRusso, Grade 8

Christopher Patterson, Grade 8



Sascha Cottle, 1st place
Category 5 & 6, Grade 6

I am from shooting hoops,
from the ball bouncing off the black pavement and nothing but
net shots

I am from the lyrics to music,
from the ukulele and its melody

I am from the pages flipping from one story to another,
from the words making pictures and the sound of 
a book ending to a new one beginning

I am from the jewelry I make,
from the small beads to big beads and the colors of string
I use

I am from Youth 2 Youth I do,
from doing Samantha Skunk and the truth lessons we do

I am from the warm days of the year,
from cute clothes and swimming

I am from my pets,
from the furry cats and dogs and scaly lizard

I am from the people supporting me,
from my friends and family

I am from the memories,
from the memories and moments I would not trade.

This is where I'm from

Kiley Gionet, Honorable Mention (tie)
Category 11 & 12, Grade 11

A Girl's World

When a man leaves his house, all he needs to do is grab his keys
When a woman leaves, she must bring a form of self defense, share her location with

others, and consider clothing that conceals the fact that she is a woman.
A man can walk to his car with ease

while a woman must check that nobody is around, underneath, or even inside her car.
Women are essential.

They carry life.
Future generations of presidents,

first responders,
doctors,

chemists,
teachers,

and important societal figures.
A girl's world is more meaningful than one may think.

Brooke Backowies, Grade 8



Jacob Bernier, 3rd place
Category 11 & 12, Grade 11

Jayde Gottschalk, Grade 7

Sathvik Sakamuri, Grade 6



Prasan Sundaravadivel, 2nd place
Category 5 & 6, Grade 5

Landon Gray, 2nd place
Category 11 & 12, Grade 11

On the field of play, with sticks and balls
Where warriors gather to heed the call
A game of grace, a game of might,
A dance of skill, under daylight.

With sticks that flash, with bodies that twist,
In a battle of speed, they can resist,
The thrill of the chase, the rush of the race,
The challenge of the game they must embrace.

So let us honor, this ancient game,
That bears the name, of lacrosse's fame,
With sticks and balls, and warriors bold,
A tale of courage, forever told.

Jaydin Hapgood, Grade 5



Megan Merrigan, 3rd place
Category 5 & 6, Grade 6

Madeline Eaton, 1st place
Category 11 & 12, Grade 11

Starlings' Song
 

Together we must go, together,
In raw, mercurial unison.
One creature, one being
That ripples as it soars.

 
Together we will form a cloud,

One hundred humming wings against the sky,
Condense and expand like a heartbeat,

Until we alight with a breath.
 

Together we will watch in quiescence.
Who leads our flight? Who guides our way?

That is our secret, whispered in each flutter of our feathers.
At a soft, slight signal, we form a murmuration.

 
Together we will dance in freedom,

Fill the atmosphere like boundless wisps of smoke,
Dip and swoop and swirl across the cosmic stage,

One hundred iridescent stars, together.



Giana Leonardi, Honorable Mention
Category 9 & 10, Grade 9

Grace Dean, Grade 8



Evangeline Anella, Honorable Mention
Category 5 & 6, Grade 6

Orange is the morning dawn,
so vibrant and full of beauty.
The dinner awning is teal,
easy to see in the dusky morning light.
White are the fluorescent  lights hanging from the ceiling,
decorated with whirls and swirls.
My coffee is black,
I sip it sadly, lonely,
I am alone.
Golden is my pastry,
Its edges crusted to light brown perfection.
Gray clouds gather,
Looming ominously like my thoughts.
Blue are the falling rain drops.
They fall like my sorrows into potholes and puddles.
Someone walks in closing a lush red umbrella.
Yellow raincoat and dripping hat are hung up.
Smooth skin, cherry lips, brown hair, green eyes,
a goddess comes down from the heavens to sit
with me.
The rain stops.
My sorrows stop with them.
Green blooms pop,
and so does green love.
I am no longer alone.

Alone

Cadence Gervais, 3rd place
Category 9 & 10, Grade 9



Dover Middle School student, Grade 8

Jaeden Sertimo Cervantes, 2nd place
Category 9 & 10, Grade 10



Sara Pellenz, 1st place
Category 7 & 8, Grade 8

Ainsley Eaton, 1st place
Category 9 & 10, Grade 10



Erin DelloRusso, Grade 8



Addison Carbone, 2nd place
Category 7 & 8, Grade 8

Shelby Cena, Honorable Mention
Category 7 & 8, Grade 7

i'm really grown up
this feels surreal
i cook my own dinners
i walk to my own bus stop
the training wheels are off
but i don't want to move an inch
i'm not ready for the world
there's too many possibilities
too many chances that i'll mess up
but i just have to dive right in
ignoring my concerns
my parents are really proud of me
but i miss being a little girl
i have a life ahead of me
i should be eccentric to learn
all sorts of tricks and tips
to battle the cruel world
soon i'll graduate with my cap and gown
the hourglass is ticking
i don't know how much time is left
before i move out and leave the comfort of the nest
maybe i'll live off in a big town
opportunities surrounding me
and maybe i'll find my missing puzzle piece
i might just be dramatic
i just want to do my best
my future lies ahead of me
i still have some growing to do
if only i could piece the lost girl back together
i really am longing to
i'm walking blindfolded
down a confusing and troubling road
years feel like seconds
the places i still need to go
i'm constantly changing
the search continues on and on
for the answer to who i am
i've tried almost everything
have i found myself yet?

Connor Marcem, Grade 7



Ashlynn Magnusson, 3rd place
Category 7 & 8, Grade 8

life just isn't fair
she grew up too
she became me now
from a caterpillar to a butterfly
all i wanted to do was help
i still carry parts of her with me
i can't seem to let her pieces go
why?
i really don't know
it's scary to be a butterfly
in a great big world
i have to learn everything myself
i'm no longer the little girl
time flew faster than i thought it would
my thoughts are in a swirl
i don't have that time machine
i can't help the longing lost girl
oh how confused she must be
but i know she'll try her hardest
she'll push through the rockiest of roads
she'll learn a lot along the way
her life sure won't be perfect
but she does her best to behave
i know her so well
i was once her 
i know her favorite everythings
she's such a sweet girl
how she tied her shoes with two bunny ears
how she wanted to be just like her mom and dad
the mermaid games she played in the pool
her hatred for thunder and storm
i look in the mirror
i can't just see myself
i look and i see her
her little dimples
her light freckles
and soft brown hair
i blink and she disappears
i stare dumbfounded at the mirror 
what have i become?
my once bubbly personality is simmered down to calm and collected



this is my sincere apology
i'm sorry i really didn't mean to
i lost her, she's really gone
it's such a confusing thought
i really am left speechless
she slipped out of my grasp
she never leaves my mind
she once stood where i do today
it felt like she was here yesterday
every breath i take would've been hers
every thought i think belongs to her
i guess she got lost somewhere along the way
maybe she's off chasing butterflies in a field
maybe if i look hard enough, i'll find little pieces of her here
some days an old video of hers pops up on my phone
her silly dances and her cute singing
her little feet rampaged restlessly across the house floors
her life was organized and fun
she had everything i could ever want
but her silly giggles slowly faded away
her stuff sits in dusty boxes, tucked away in attics and basements
everyone knew it was coming, how could i be so naive?
they say it happens faster than you expect, i guess i took that for granted
it's so sad to see
my parents will no longer wake up to nursery rhymes on the tv
or toys spread out across the floors belonging to that little girl
my parents must really miss her, i do too
their little girl is off to school, gone when they awaken
their little girl is too busy with her friends on the weekend
their little girl is confused
she doesn't know what to do
they ask, "what happened to that little girl?"
their words pain my ears
the drives to the park become rides to the mall
family movie nights turn into nights where she's off at sleepovers with her friends
her chocolate milk and apple juice turns to expensive teas and coffees
playing games on her tablet has turned to endless scrolling on her phone
her eager rushing to the dinner table is now "i need five more minutes mom"
it's like she's just gone back in her shell
and she's scared to come back out
her favorite things about herself are now some of my biggest insecurities

i don't want to let her down, i try so hard
i can't go a day without her crossing my mind
she grew up too fast
i am her
i grew up too fast
and it really sucks to see 
i can no longer shelter myself under my parents' wings
they say people change
i guess i thought it was all phony
her little giggles and chatter
have turned to silence from me
my parents say their proud
and that time really flew
but would she be so happy if she was the one who knew?
she had everything i wanted
i wanted it back
can i have it now?
is it too late to ask?
i wish i had a time machine
if i could just go back
the conversations that we could have
i would have hugged her
and squeezed her so tight
the poor lost little girl
is she ready for life?
there's a rocky road ahead of her
oh ow i wish i could've been there
to comfort her when she cries
and to help her decide what to wear 
to walk her to and from school
to help prevent her major mistakes
to keep her innocence
to put her in a good place
to brightly sing along to her favorite songs
going on car rides with the windows rolled down
to give her the dream life, the one i wish i had
to watch her little footprints trail behind her in the sand
and i would make sure to always hold her hand
but now i'm all grown up
and i don't have time to spare
i'm either off at school or adventuring around town


